One Night Stand by Christenson, John
The Oval 
Volume 10 Issue 1 Article 7 
4-15-2017 
One Night Stand 
John Christenson 
Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval 
 Part of the Creative Writing Commons 
Let us know how access to this document benefits you. 
Recommended Citation 
Christenson, John (2017) "One Night Stand," The Oval: Vol. 10 : Iss. 1 , Article 7. 
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol10/iss1/7 
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in The Oval by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more 
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu. 
13
We walked until
we heard``  ` ` ` ``   `
the railroad kept on. Her
house croaked & burped
as it swallowed us
in a hungry stupor. I flirted
with the spice rack
& stained my lips 
with her wine. 
We flash transparent 
for kicks. I lie in bed 
& the light is on. She 
can see my puzzling nakedness
& the door—it isn’t
open, it isn’t closed.
I am false & thin. 
Please laugh when I
acknowledge it.
   Ever scare yourself
   on purpose?
Only in romance, baby. 
Only out swimming
in the bay, so far out
the shore plays
a thin static on the water
& the trees 
are not individual. 
The waves begin to mosh
& the fish 
they call my name.
   Darling, don’t go home.
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